STUDENT DAYS AT EDINBURGH
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From Edinburgh to Greenock, I had the ex-secretary
of the E.U. Conservative Club, Murdoch. At Greenock
I spent a dismal evening, though I found a pretty walk.
Next day on board the lona, I had Maggie Thomson to
Tarbet; Craig, a well-read, pleasant medical, to Ardris-
haig; and Professor, Mrs., and all the little Fleeming
Jenkinseses to Oban.

At Oban, that night, it was delicious. Mr. Stephen-
son's yacht lay in the bay, and a splendid band on board
played delightfully. The waters of the bay were as
smooth as a mill-pond; and, in the dusk, the black shad-
ows of the hills stretched across to our very feet and the
lights were reflected in long lines. At intervals, blue lights
were burned on the water: and rockets were sent up.
Sometimes great stars of clear fire fell from them, until
the bay received and quenched them. I hired a boat and
skulled round the yacht in the dark. When I came in, a
very pleasant Englishman on the steps fell into talk with
me, till it was time to go to bed.

Next morning I slept on or 1 should have gone to Glen-
coe. As it was, it was blazing hot; so I hired a boat,
pulled all forenoon along the coast and had a delicious
bathe on the beautiful white beach. Coming home, I
cotogafd my Englishman, lunched alongside of him and
his sister, and took a walk with him in the afternoon, dur-
ing which I find that he was travelling with a servant,
kept horses, et cetera. At dinner he wished me to sit be-
side him and his sister; but there was no room. When
he came out he told me why he was so empresse on this
point. He had found out my name, and that I was con-
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